
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 




X'^O 



Ji, i^(> 



PATHETIC ODES. 



The duke of RICHMOND'S DOG THUNDER, 

AND THE WIDOW'S PIGS— A TALE I 

The poor SOLDIER of TILBURY FORT : 
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ODE TO EASTERN TYRANTS : 
The FROG^ and JUPITER— a FABLE: 
The diamond PIN and CANDLE— a FABLE: 
The sun and the PEACOCK— a FABLE. 



By PETER PINDAR, Esq, 



Far off the Hero bhcds in Brighton Wars, 
At Icaft his Horfc's ribs (o glorious bleed ; 

Where, nobly daring danger, death, and fears, 
He flics and rallies on his bounding flccd ! 
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Note on the word Bolting, in page 43, line 8. 

A term to be found in the ^Hamfsri& Dictionary, implying 
a rapid deglutition of bacon, wiSflbout tk^Jober ceremony of maftication. 
It is, moreover, to be obferved, that Hampfliire fervants, who are 
hzcon^ioUers, have always lefs wages than hzcon-c/jew^Ts. 



EPISTLE DEDICATORY, 



TO'HIS^ GRACE 



Thk DUKE of RICHMOND. 



SIR,. 

I^OUR Grace's well-kndwh" accoraplillimiBnts ; your 
Grace'^ WBll-known ' liberality ; your Grace *s Well- 
known intrepidity 5 - your Gracs's wcU'-known love of 
fliam- fights ; your-GR ace's well-known rage for -Public - 
Liberty; your Grace's well-known political oecdnomyj 
your Grach'* well-known private cefconomy ; and laft, 
though not leaft, your Grace's well«-khown Chriftian- 
like benevolence to objeds of charity ; form fuch a 
conftellation of virtues as^ muft infpire every Author 
with an ambition of dedicating his labours to fo fplendid 
a^charader. Flics are fond of the fun. 

B^^ The 



The great difpleafure lately given by your Grace 
. to tlieir High Mightineffes Meffteurs Pitt and Dundas, 
and one or two more whom we forbear to mention, 
has fpurred the Mufe to take the part of exalted. 
Merit, defend you with her iEgis againfl the united 
wiflies of a whole kingdom, and endeavour to reftore 
your Grace to a firm feat on that high-mettled war- 
horfe, Ordnance, on which your Grace feems to fit 
io dangeroufiy loofe. 

I am, your Grace's, &c, 

P. PINDAR 



O D E. 



The Poet gfveth Philos^ophy^j modejl and^JublimepiSiureofl^YWiXTX^ 
apiSlure damned by the Great Folk of the prefent day. — Peter 
maketb a mojl fagacious difcovery of a connexion never thought of before^ 
viz. ^between Follt and Grandeur, — He talketb of wijdom^ ani 
abufeth fit blindnefs of the Vulgar. — He talketh of Flattery. — 
He plumply contradiSleth the Vulgar, and advanceth unanfwerahie 
reafons. — He defcanteth ^^ Mind and Body, proving that a horfewhip 
is as necejjaryfor the one as the other. — T^he wife and elegant Speech 
ff the 'Sqjjire, or Elder Brother. — The Poet difcovereth Difiance to 
be the parent of Admiration^ and confutetf) the opinion of Mob, by a 
pantomimicat illujlration. — Peter attacketh many Great Men, 
mojl aptly making ufeofa wind-mill and a warming-pan. — HefeUSftk 
one Great andrGood Man from the herd of bad. 

1 HOUGH huge to m this flying World appears, 
And great the buftle of a thoufand years ; 
Hovrfmall to Him who formed the vast of nature I 
One trembling drop of animated water 1* 

** What are we } — Reptiles claiming Pity's figh. 

Though in our own conceits fo fiercely ft out ; 

'^ Nay, 
* Coftfult the wonders of the microfc^pcr 
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Ye Vulgar cry, ** Great Men are wond'rous wife'*- 
Whoever told you fo, told arrant lies : 
It cannot be. — Not be I why ? — Hear me, pray. 
They are fo dev*lifh lazy^ let me (ay.. 

The Mind wants lufty flogging to h& great: 
To ufe a vulgar phrafe, ** The Mind mu^Jweat,** 
Now men of worftiip will not fweat the Mind ; 
Meat, clothes, and pleafure, come without , they find. 

What man would make a drayhorle of the foul. 
To drag from Science's hard quarry, (tone. 

Who really wanteth nothing from the hole — 
A toil which therefore may be let alone ? 

Th* idea feems fo wond'roufly uncouth^ 
As maketh ev*ry Elder Brother y?tf;V i 



Who 
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Who openeth thus, his widely-grinning mouth, 
** Fine fun indeed for me to drag a cart ! 

r 

** Ij^X. younger brothers join it, if they pleafe, 

** Old Sqjjare-toes, thank my God, has caught my flfeas.*' 

Suppofe ye want a fine ftrong fellow ? — fpeak, 
Where for this fine ftrong fellow would ye feek ? 

" Seek I feek a drayman,** with one voice ye cry ; 
" A chairman or a ploughman to be lure; 
" Men who a conftancy of toil endure, 

" Such are the fellows that we ought to try.**^ 

This then is granted — well then, don't ye find 
Some likcnefs 'twixt the body and the mindf 

♦ 

Dijiance has wonderful eiFeds indeed I 

But , Sirs, this is not ev*ry body's creed t 

Mob 
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Mob is not in the fecret— -that's the cafe : 
Mob deemeth great men Gods 1 — ^yes, ev'ry where, 
Far off, or near : 
Now let a ihort remark or two take place. 

Firft, I affure you that things are notyS; 
By G — d, they are not Gods. — I pray ye, go 
To pantomimes, where fine cafcades, and fields. 
And rocks, a huge delight to Wonder yields: 

Approach them — ^what d*ye find the frowning rocks ? 
Lord I what imagination really fhocks ! 

Black pairs of breeches, fcarcely worth a groat: 
What are the fields fo flouriflilng ? green bays, 
The objeds of your moft aftonifli'd gaze : 

What the calcade ? a tinfel petticoat. 
And tinfel gown upon a windlafs turning, 
The fields and rocks fo nairally adorning. 



Great 
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Great men, Tve faid it^ often are great foob^ 

Great fycopHants, great; fwiEidlers» suxd great knaves ; 

Too often bred in TtRANNY*8 dark fcfaaols, 
Happy to fee the under-world their flaves," 

s 

Great men, at different times> are dijf* rent too y 
More fo when int*reft is the game in view. 

A windmill and a warming*pan> no doubt. 
Are moid: unlike each other in their nature ; 

Vetf truft me, the iame man, in place and Qut^ 
Is to the full as oppofite a creature, 

Yt.tfom£ great men are good I-"^nd, by mifchance, 

Their eyes on mis'ry will not always glance :' 

At, for example, Richmond's glorious Grace, 

A Duke of moft unquefiionable merits 

With Merc*ry*s cunning, and dread Mars*s fpirit. 

Who took the Ordnance, a tremendous pface f 

D This 
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This Duke of Thunder is for evtxfpymg ; 
To find out objedts of iheer merit, trying : 

How happy too if objefts of diftrefs / 
Thus is his Grace of Guns ador'd by all ; 
For this, where'er he rides, both great and fmall, !) 

Him and his horfe, with eyes uplifted, -blcfs* 

This TuRENNE* would be forry, very forrjr, i 

Should o'fte pale form of want his eye efcape r 

" No,** cries, his Grace, " Misfortune fhall not worry,. 
Whilft I a fixpence for the poor can fcrapc.'* 

How much Hke Majesty in Windfor town,. 
Hunting for Pity's objeds up and down I 

Yet fince diftrefs has 'fcap'd his Grace'^s eye, 
The Mule o'er Tilb'ry Fort (hall breathe a figh; 

• A Fcench General, of the bft century, pofleffed of. the fublimcfi: 
qualities. 

Yet 
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Yet ere on Tilb*ry Fort we drop a tear, 
Lo, with a tale we treat the public ear. 

Relate a pretty ftory of his Grace t— 
Much will the tale his Grace's foul difplay— 
Happ'ning (*tis faid) at Goodwood on a day^ 

'Twill put a fmile or tear on ev*ry face. 



The 
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7^^ DUKE of RICHMOND'S Do^ THUNDER, 

AND 

The widow's pigs. 

The Dame's wholefortune lodged in the Sow.^---Herj(y on the Sowl lying-in. 
— The Dukis ^(7|^ Thunder much like Courtiers. — Thunder killetb 
the young Pigs^ yet furpajjeth Courtiers in ModeJiy.'-^The Saw cryeth 
out — the Damejoinctb the Sow in her exclamations. -^^The old Steward 
Cometh forth at the cry of the Sow and Widow^ and uttereth a mofi 
pathetic exclamation.^'— A fenjible differtation on the different fpecies of 
cotnpaffion. — The Dame' s piteous addrefs /^ i&/> Gr A c e . — HIsGr ace's 
humane and generous anfwer. 

J\ DAME near Goodwood, own'd a Sow, her all. 
Which naturally did into travail fall. 

And brought forth many a comely fon and daughter 5 
On which the Widow wond'roufly was glad, . 
Caper'd and fung, as really {he were mad-?- 
• But Tears oft hang upon the heels of Laughter. 

At Goodwood dwelt the Duke's great dog, call'd Thunder, 

A dog9 like courtiers, much inclined to plunder; 

This 
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This dog, with courtier-jealoufy fo bitter, 
Beheld the fweetly-fquffling fportive litter. 

Bounce I without " by your leave,*' or leaft harangue. 
Upon this harmlefs litter, Thunder fprang. 

And murder'd brothers, fifters, quick as thought ; 
Then fneak'd away, his tail between his rear. 
Seeming afham'd — unlike great courtiers here, 

Who (Fame reporteth) are afham'd of nought. 

The childlefs Sow fet up a {hriok/o loud I 
All her fweet babies ready for the fhroud ; 

Now chac'd the rogue that fuch fad mifchief work'd : 
Out ran the Dame — join'd Mistress Sow's fhrill cries ; 
Burfl was at once the bag that held her fighs. 

And all the bottles of her tears uncork'd. 

E* «OhI 
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** Oh I the Duke's dog has ruin'd me outright ; 

•* Oh ! he hath murder'd all my pretty pigs." 
Forth march'd the Steward grey, with lifted fight. 

And lifted hands, good man, and cry'd '* Odfnigs !'* 

Word of furprife I which, with a plaintive tone. 
And rueful countenance, and hollow groan, 

Did feem like pity alfo, for her cafe : 
Yet what's Odfnigs^ or moan, or groan, or fighs, 
Unhelp'd, by Famine if the objeft dies f 

Or what a yard of methodiftic face ? 

Compaflions difFer very much, we find \ 

One deals in Jighs — now fighs are merely w;W j 

Another only good advice aiFords, 

Inftead of alms — now this is only words j 

Another cannot bear toy^^ the pour, 

So orders the pale beggar jQ:om the door. 



Now 
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Now that compaflion is the beft, I think, 

(But, ah I the human foul it rarely graces) 
Inftead of groans, which giveth meat and drink ; 

OfTring long purfes too, inftead of faces. 

But, Muse, we drop Dog, Duke, and Sow, and Dams, 

To follow an old pitiful remark ; 
Like wanton fpaniels that defert the game. 

To yelp and courfe a butterfly or lark. 

Now to his Grace the howling Widow goes, 
Wiping her eyes fo red, and flowing nofe, 

** Oh 1 pleafe your Grace, your Grace's de/lifli dog, 
** Thunder's confounded wicked chops^ 
" Have murder'd all my beauteous hopes— 

" I beg your Grace will pay for cv*ry hog«** 

What 
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what anfwer gave his Grace ?— With placid bi*ow. 

Don't cry,'* quoth he, ** and make fo much foul 



weather— 



«* Go home, Dame, and when Thunder eats theySw, 
" I'll pay for all ths family together." 



ODE 
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ODE 

TO A 

POOR SOLDIER of TILBURY FORT. 

The Poet pronounietb the very great Qiyn^kfubfifiing between Merit and 
Money. — MeritV connexion ivitb Poverty^ and the confequence. — 
Attack on Fortune.-— /^^/^r^ to the poor Soldier. — He pitieth 
the poor Soldier s pitiable fate — his ragged coat^ hungry Jiomacb^ and 
*wantofJire. — His companions on the mud. — ?ETi£.K^fmileth at the 
hubbub made on account of a Jloot-^hole in the little coat of a great 
^JtiNCE, a remnant of glory that may probably add another ray to the 
lujire of Saij^t PaulV, — ^Peter moft pathetically enquirethfor his 
Grace — proclaimeth him to be at Brighton^ mojl heroically engaged. — 
T^he different amufements ofhisGKAC^ at Brighton^ awake and ajleep. 
Crumbs of confolation to the poor Soldier. 

Merit and money very reldom meet! 

Formed for each other, they fliould oftener greet ; 

Indeed much oftener fliowld be feen together ; 

But Money, vaftly fliy, doth keep aloof ; 

Thus Poverty and Merit beat the hoof, 

Expos*d, poor fouls, to ev'ry kind of weather. 

F Thus 
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Thus a-, a greyhound is meek. Mbrit lean, 
So flan-.niaki-.i, iu:::'ly, ranjged, mean, 

Her garments nil io fhubby and unpinn*d ; 
But look at Folly's fat Dutch lubber Child ; 
How on the tawdry cub has Fortune y5«/7V, 

When with contempt the Goddess fhould \\2iV& grinn d t 

So much for preamble, and now for Thee, 
Whofe ftate forlorn, his Grace could never Jee, 

Poor Soldier, after many a dire campaign, 
Drawn mangled from the gory hills of ilain, 

Perhaps the foul of Belifarius ihine i 
Why with a tatter'd coat along the fhore. 
Where Ocean feems to heave a pitying roar, 

Why do I fee thee thus negleded pine ? 

Poor 
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Poor wretch I along the fands condemn'd to go, 

And join a hungry dog, or famiQi'd cat, 
A pig, a gull, a cormorant, a crow, 
In queft of crabs, a mufele, or a fprat \ , 

Now, at Night's awful, palei and filent noon, % 

Along the beach I fee thee lonely creep> i^ 

Beneath the pafling folitary moon, 

A fpedre dealing 'mid the world of Aeep. 

Griev'd at thy channell'd cheek, and hoary hair,. 

And quiv'ring lip, I mark thy famifli'd form. 
And hollow jellied orbs that dimly flare. 

Thou piteous penfioner upon the ftornu 

The Muse's handkerchief fhall wipe thine eye, 
And bring fweet Hope to footh the mournful figh. 

Deferted 
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Deferted Hero ! what ! condemned to pick, 

With withered, palfy'd, fliaking, wounded hand. 

Of wrecks, alas 1 the melaiicholy ftick, 

Thrown by the howling tempeft on the ftrahd ? 

Glean'd with the very hand that grafp'<l the fword, 
To guard the throne of Britain's sacred Lord I 
While Cowardice at home, from danger fhrinks. 
And on an Empire's vitals eats and drinks. 

Heav'ns ! let a fpent and rambling fliot 
Touch but a Princes hat. or coat, 

Expanded are the hundred mouths of Fame ; 
Whilft braver thoufands (but untitled wretches), 
Swept by the fword, Ihall drop like paltry vetches. 

Their fate unpitied, and unheard their name I 



Poor 
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Poor Soldier I is that dick to make a fire, 

To warm thyfelf, and wife, and children dear ? 

Where is the goodly Duke— of Coals the 'Soy ire, 
Whofe heart hath melted oft at Misery's tear ? 

Sad vet'ran I is that coat thy ragged All ? 

Sport of the faucy winds and foaking rain 1 
For this has Courage fac*d the flying ball ? 

For this has bleeding Brav'ry prefs*d the plain ? 

Where is the Man who mocks the grin of Death, 
Turns Bagfliot pale, and frightens Hounflow Heath V 

Far ofl*, alas ! he bleeds in Brighton wars ; 

At lead his horfe^s ribs fo glorious bleed \ 
Where, nobly daring danger, death, and fears, 

He flies and rallies on his bounding fleed, 

G There 
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Tfiere too his Grace may wield bis happy penj 
To prove that truly greait aod valiant mea . 
In idle duels never fhould engage, 
But nurfe for dread Reviews their godlike rage« 

Far off, the Hero, "in his tent reclinM, 

Where high and mighty meditations fujt, . 

On leather, leather, turns his lofty mind, 
To make a cannon of an old jack boot I 

Creat geniuses, bow loftily, they jump. I 

Lord ! what his rapture when he deigns to ride ! 

T-o feel beneath his Grace's gracious rump. 
An eighteen-pounder in bis horfe*s hide I 

There too, to Barracks, fir'd in Freedom's caufe, 

And to Mount '^^it^ his lyre the Hero tunes ; 

There 

^ A place near Plymouth Dock, on which the national trcafurc 
ka% been fo 'wljely expended for the innumerable convcnicncies of hi^ 
J»rother Lennox. 
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There too the pow'r of doting Fancy draws 
The Royar George to fight by air-balloons.* 

ITljifSy Fancy's pow'r moft eafily can dare — 
By Fancy's pow'r the royal fliip may rile, 

Bofne by her bladders through the fields of^ir, 
Jufl like a twig, by rooks, along the ikies. 

There too, at midnight drear, the Hero fchemes 

*Midft hum and fiiore of troops, for England's good ; 

Explores machines of death in happy dreams, 
For hills of bones, and catarads of blood. 

There, like King Richard, whom the Furies rend, 

He buftles in his ileep, and ftarts, and turns ; 

Now grafps the fword, and now a candle end, 

That, blazing like himfelf, befide him burns* 

Thus, 

* This was adlually propofed by his Grace, with every faoguinc 
idea of fucccl's. 2 
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Thus, 'mid his tent reclin'd, the Godlike Man 
Vaft fchemes in flumber fpins for England's fake ; 

** And lo,'* quoth Fame, " his Godlike Grace can plan 
" As wifely in his fleep, as when awake." 

When, with his hoft, Caligula came over. 
No matter where-^for rhyme- fake call it Dover-—-' 
What were the trophies hence to Rome he bore ? 
Of paltry perriwinkles juft a fcore I 

But Richmond from his Brighton wars fhall bring 
Life to the State, and fafety to a King ! 

Bleft Man I from Brighton field, with laurels crown*d, . 
He triumphs up to town without a wound j* 
From Brighton wars, that witnefsM not a corfe I 
Moft lucky, lofing neither man nor horfe ! 



Tl 



lUS 



* The Poet feems to have forgotten himielf : his motto talks a 
different language : but the quidlibet audendi belongs as mup h to P. P. 
as to every other poet. 
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Thus then, O Soldier, diftance hides his Grace j 
Thus is the fun, at times, of clouds the fport : 

Yet foon the glories of his Lordihip's face 
Shall, like a comet, blaze o'er Tilb*ry Fort. 

There (hall the Muse thy piteous tale unfold. 
Gain thee a coat, and coals, to kill the cold ; 

Nay, fat fhall fwim upon thy meagre porridge : 
The lympathifing Duke her tale will hear. 
And drop, at found of coat and coals, a tear— 

For Richmond's bounty equals Richmond's courage^ 



H AN 
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ODE 

» T O 

CERTAIN FOREIGN SOLDIERS 

I N 

CERTAIN PAY. 

A complimentary addrefs to the foldiers.^^Wbolefome advice ^'^I^i.ttlX 
drawetb a natural and pathetic piSlure ofpoorhiTTL'E Louis> reported 
to have been dijgracefulfy put an apprentice to a Cobbler. -^^Tbe infjence 
and cruelty of his majler the Cobblei^ .-^—The Co B b l £ r blajphemoujly 
abufetb TiT f B .— *Ti6^ Uttle Cob b l.e r Ki n a cryeth.-^Senfible reflexion 
en the genius of Kings ^ with a lick at the French Convention, andalfo 
at his own Jlupidity.-^^TiTiLK fuppUcatltb for the little Louis.— 
Advifeth the Soldiers to a bold aStion. — Enquireth bf Soldiers who ii 
to receive tbeir Deatb^moaej«^-^P&TSR comforteth^ and reconciletb 
them to Death. 

Petbr hlefieth the King and the War, and curfetb Reform* a word 
in the mouths of Mr. Pitt and the Duke op Richmond before 
they got into 2^^^.— Peter advifeth more taxes, for a weighty political 
reafon, videlicet^ on account of the impudence of a Nation, which 
always increafetb in an infufferable ratio, with riches. 

JL E Heroes, from ydiir wives and turnips far^ 

Who wage fo glorioufly ^^ flying war, 

I give you joy of hand and leg-endeavour 5 

And though ye fometimes chance to run away, 

The ^nerous General Murray's pleas'd to fay, 

^* Tis very great indeed— 'tis vaftly clever/' 

2 O cut 
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O cut the Frenchmen's thiio^ts, the reftlcfa dogi I 
O with the tiger's gripe upon them ipfbg I 

A pack of vile, degrading, horrid hogs ; 
To make a dirty cobbler of a King I 

See /oo/-/ro^/>V Majesty the kather fpread} 
Behold its pretty fingers; wax the thready 

And now the leather on the lapftone, hole ; 
Now puts his Majefty the briftle in. 
Now wide he throws his arms with milk-white ikia. 

And now he fpits and hammers on the fole. 

And now a rafcal, chriften'd Sans-Culottb> 
Leers on the window of his fhed^ and lo, 

tie bawls (without of awe a fingle jot) 

** Come, Matter King-^uick, firrah, mend my (hoc.** 



And fee I tht Jboe the iittle Monarch takes, 
And lo, at ev*ry ftitch with fear he quakes.— 



Suck 
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Such is of Libert/ Xht bleffed fruit \ 

The name Licentioufnefs would better fuit. - 

Behold SAiNt Crispin's pidu're, ftrange to tell^ 

The low-life cobbler's tutelary Saint, 
Of little Louis deck the dirty cell ; 

How different from the lofty Louvre's paint I 

See I his hard Mafter catches up the ftrap, 
. And lalhes the young King's poor back and fide— -^ 
How I flog his Majesty I — for what, mishap ? 
Ye Gods \ becaufe he fpoil'd a bit of hide I 

Hear, hear the cruel tyrant thus exclaim i 
'* Sirrah, there's nothing in a lofty name j 

** 'Tis all mere nonfenfe, found, and (luff together : 
** Don't think, becaufe thy anceftors, (o great y 
** Have to a paring brought a glorious State, 

" I give-thee leave to fpoil a piece of leather." 



And 
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And now behold the tittle tears, like peaVj 

Courfe o'er las tender 6heek in £tlen€e ^wn; 
And now, with bitter grief, he feels and fees 

The difTrence 'twixt a flirrup and a crown* 

Folly 1 to make a coBbler of a King f 
'Tis fuch a piece of madn^, ta my mind } 

What could Convention hope from fuch a thing f 
The race is fit for nothing— of the kind. 

Heavens ! then how dull I am f It was disgrace 
France meant to put upon the royal race ; 
** Aye, and difgrace upon the Cobbler too,'* 
Moil impudently roars the Man of Shob* 

O from the lapftone fet the Monarch free; g 
O (hatch the ftirmp from his royal knee ; 

I PuU 
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Full the hand-leather off, and feize the awfy 
Seize too the hammer that hi« fingers^ gall. 

Soldiers I to Paris rufli— ftrike Roberspierre,. , 
Knock Danton down, and crucify Barrere ; 
Cruih the vile egg from which the Serpent iprings^ 
To dart th' envenomed fang at (acred Kings^ 

O foldiers, whofe your Ikin- money, I pray ? 

At thirty guineas each — ^how dear your hides I 
Much fhould I like the contrad, let me fay :• 

Thrice lucky Rogue, that o'er your lives prefides F 

Then pray don't grumble, Sirs, fhould ye he jBof, 
- That is to fay, if ye defirc to fhrhe ; 
For know, if death fhould prove your lucky^ lot. 
You're worth a vaft <kal more than when alhe^ 

POST- 
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? O ST SCRIPT. 

Now God blefs our good King, and this good war, 
And d-mn that wicked word we. call Reform ;. 

Breeding in Britain fo much horrid jar, 

So witch-like, conj'ring up a dangerous florm \ 

Yet in the mouths of Pitt and Richmokd*s Lord> 
Once what a fweet and inoffeniive word I 
Thus proving the delightful proverb true, 
•* What's meat to me^ may poifon be to you,** 

And now God tlefs once more good Mifter Pitt, 
Who for invention beats nineteen in twenty ; 

And may this Gentleman's moft ready wit 
Supply the nation all with taxes plenty j 

And as the kingdom has unclench'd its fift. 

Pick out a few odd pence for Civil Lift. 



We 
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We arc too rich— Dame Fortune grows too laucy ; 
Wealth is inclin'd to be confounded brajfy. 

War is a wholefome bliiler for the back ; 

Draining away the humours all fo grofs ; 
Elfe would the Empire be of guts a fack— 

A Falftaff — woolfack— an unwieldy Joss, 

War yieldeth fuch rare fpirits to a nation ! 
Giving the blood fo brifk a circulation I 
A kingdom, and a poet, and a cat, 
Should never, never, never be too fat^ 



ODE 
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O D E. 

Cats and PrInces very much alike. 

*' -rx Cat who from a window peepeth out^ 
" Is very like a Cat who peepeth /«" — 

« 

Thus is it faid<*-and he who is no lout, 
Knoweth that Cats are unto Men akin. 

For Princes looking up towards a throne, 

Are very much like Princes looking down ; 

That is, love powT, love wealth, have great propenfitiw, 

Sublimely dealing erer in immenjities. 

Princes have clawing paflions too, I ween- 
Yes, many ^. foreign King 21A foreign Queen; 

With ftomachs wide too as a whale's, or wider : 
The fubjed and a king, in foreign land, 
I often have been giv'n to underftand, 

Are a poor Jack-ass and his Rider. 

K ODE 
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ODE TO TYRANTS. 

Peter, with bis poetical brootnjltck^ belabour eth foreign Tyrants.--^ 
Taketh the part of the opprejfed Poor, — AJketh Tyrants knotty and 
puzzling quejlions.^ — Giveth a Jpeecb of Cato. — Peter ferioujly 
informeth them that they are not like the Lord. — Peter taketh a 
furvey of the furniture of their heads. — VETZ^folemnly declareth that 
the Million dotB not like to be ridden. — Giveth an infolent fpeech of 
Tyrants^ and calletb them Highwaymen.— T^^ Taylor and the^ 
Satin Breeches. — The Shoemaker and the Shoes. — Peter lamentetb 
that there Jhould be fomc who think it a Ha to cefift Tyrants.'^ 
jldvifeth them to read JEsop's fables^ 

^V HOy and what are ye, fceptred bullies ? — fpeak> 
That millions to your will muft bow the neck,. 

And, ox-like, meanly take the galling yoke ? 
Philofophers youy ignorance defpife ; 
E*en Folly, laughing^ lifts her maudlin eyes,, 

And freely on your wifdatns cracks her joket. 

How dare ye on the men of labour tread, 

Whofe honeft toils fupply your mouths with bread; 

Who, 
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Who, groaning, fweating, like fo many hacks. 
Work you the very cloaths upon your backs ? 

Cloaths of calamity i I fear, 

That hold in ev'ry ftitch a tear. 

Who fent you ? — Not the Lord who rules on high. 
Sent you to Man on purpofe from the fky, 

Becaufe of wifdom it is not a proof: 
Show your credentials, Sirs i — if ye refufe. 
Terrific Gentlemen, our fmiles excu^, 

Belief moil certainly will keep aloof» 

Old virtuous rugged Cato, on a day. 
Thus to the Soothsayers was heard to fcy, 
V Augurs I by all the Gods it is a (hame 

" To gull the mole-ey*d million at this rate; 
•* Making of gaping blockheads fuch a game, 

•* Pretending to be hand and glove with Fate I 
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" On guts and garbage when ye meet, 

" To carry on tke holy cheat, 

*' How is it ye preferve that folemn grace, 

** Nor burft with laughter in each other's face ?'* 

*Thus to your courtiers, Sirs, might I exclaim — 

*' In wonder's name, 
** How can ye meanly grov'Iing bow the head 

** To pieces of gilt gingerbread ? 
*« Fetch, carry, fawn, kneel, flatter, crawl, tell lies, 
** To pleafe the creature that ye fliould defpife ?'* 

Tyrants, with all your pow'r and wide dominion, 

Ye arn't a whit like God, in my opinion ; 

Though ^<7« think otherwife, I do prefume: 

Hot to the marrow with the ruling luft. 

Fancying your crouching fubjeds fo much dufty 

Your lofty fehes the mighty fweeping broom, 

3 Open 
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Open the warehoufes of all your brains ; 

Come, Sirs, turi) out — let*s fee what each contains : 

Heav'ns, how ridiculous I what motley ftufFl 
Shut, quickly fhut again the brazen doors ; 
Too much of balderdafh the eye explores ; 

Yes, fliut them, fhut them, we have feen enough* 

Are tiefe the Beings to beftride a world ? 
To/ucb fad beafts, has God his creatures hurl'd ? 

Men want not Tyrants — overbearing knaves ; 
Defpots that wifh to rule a realm o£ Jlaves ; 

Proud to be gaz'd at by a reptile race : 
Charmed with the mufic of their clanking chains, 
Pleas*d with the fog of State that clouds their brains, 

Who cry, with all the impudence of face,. 



♦< Behold 
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** Behold your Gods 1— down,, rafcals, on your knees ; 

** Your money, mifcteants—equick, no words, naftrifej 
^* Your lands too, fcoundreh, vermin, lice, bugs, fleas 5 

** And thank our mercy that allows you life /'* 

Ibm {peak the Highwaymen in purple pride, 
On Slavery^ poor gall'd back fo wont to ride. 

Who would not laugh to lee a Taylor bow 

Submifllve to a pair of fatin breeches ? 
Saying, " O Breeches, all men muft allow 

** There's fomcthing in your afpe<ft that bewitches f ' 

" Let me admire you. Breeches, crown*d with glory j 

'* And though / made you, let me ftill adore ye: 

** Though a Rump's humble fervant, form'd for need, 

** To keep it warm, yet. Lord ! you are fo fine, 

** I cannot think you are my work indeed— 

" Though merely mortal, lo, ye feem divine I'* 

q Who 
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Who would not quick exclaim, <* The TAytojL*$ mad I" 
Yet Tyrant-adoration i« as bad. 

See ! Crispin makes a pair of handfome fhoes, 
Silk, ^nd befpangledy fuch as ladies ufe— - 

Suppofe the fhoes fo proud, upon each heel) 
Perk it in Crifpin's face, with faucy pride, 
And all the meannefs of his trade deride. 

And all the ftate of felf-importance feel ; 

Tell him the diftance- between thefft and ^tm, > 

Crispin would quickly cry, " A pretty whim I 

<* Confound your little bodies, though (o fine,. 
'< Is not the filk and fpangles that ye boaft, 
** Put on you at my proper coft ? 

" Whatever*s on ye, is it not all mme f 

«* Did not I put you thus together, pray ?" 

What could the fimple flioes in anfwer fay ? 

There 
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There too zxzfome (thank Heav'n they do notfwarm)^ 
Who deem it foul to ftay a Tyrant's arm> 

That falls with fate upon their humble fkulls : 
Some for a Despot's rod have heav'd the figh ! — 
"Lttfuch on wifer ^sop caft an eye, 

And read the fable of the Frogs^ the fools. 

The FROGS and JUPITER. 

THE Frogs, fo happy 'midft their peaceful pond. 
Of Emperors grew at once extremely fond j 

Yes, yes, an Emfrer was a glorious thing ; 
Each really took it in his addle pate, 
*Twould be fo cbarmingto exchange their ftate I 

An Emperor would y«c/6 heaps of blifles bring I 

Sudden out hopp'd the Nation on the grafs, 
Frog-man and yellow wife, and youth and lafsi 



A nu- 
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A numerous tribe, to knuckle down to Jove, 
And pray the God to fend an Emfror down, 
*Twas fuch a pretty thing, th* Imperial Crown ! 

So form'd their pleafures, honours, to improve. 

Forth from his old blue weather-box^ the Skies, 
Jove briikly ftepp'd, with two wide-wond'ring eyes r 
" Mynheers," quoth Jove, <* if ye are wife, be quiet r 

" Know when you*re happy'* — ^but he preached in vain j 
They made the moft abominable riot 5 

** An Emp'ror, EmpVor, yes, we mufl obtain.** 

** Well, take one,*' cry'd the God, and down he fwopp*di 
A monftrous piece of wood, from whence he chopp*d 

Kings for the Gentlefolk of ancient days : 
Stunn'd at the found, the frogs all fliook with dreads- 
Like dabchicks, under water pufli'd each head, 

Afraid a fingle nofe fo pale to raife. 

M • At 
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At length one ftolc a peep, and then ^^fecond^ 
Who, ilily winking to a third frog, beckon'd \ 

And fo onj till they all obtain'd a peep ; 
Now nearer, nearer edging on they drew, 
And finding nothing terrible, nor new, 

Bold on his Majesty began to leap : 

Such hopping this way, that way, off and on ! 
Such croaking, laughing, ridiculing fun ! 

In {hort, fo very fhamelefs were they grown ; 

So much of grace and manners did they lack. 
One little villain faucily fquat down. 

And, with a grin, defil'd the Royal Back. 

Now unto Jove they, kneeling, prayM again, 

** O Jupiter, this is fo fad a beaft, 
*' So dull 2l. Monarch — fo devoid of brain I 

" Give us a king oi fpirit^ Jove, at leajlj'* 



The 
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The God comply'd, and fent them Emp*ror Stork, 
Who with his loving fubjeds went to work 5 
Chas'd the poor fprawling imps from pool to pool, 
RefolvM to get a handfome belly full. 

Now gafping, wedg'd within his iron beak. 
Did wriggling fcores moit lamentably fqueak : 
Bold pufli'd the Emp'ror on, with ftrideyj noble, 
Bolting his fubjeds with majeftic gobble. 

Again the croaking Tribes began to pray, 

^Midft hoppings, fcramblings, murder, and difmay : 

" O fave us, Jove, from this inhuman Turk I 
" O fave us from this Imp of Hell !" 

" Mynheers," quoth Jove, " pray keep your Emperor 
Stork-— 

" Fools never know when they are ic;^//." 

ODE. 
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ODE. 



Peter givetb a gentle trimming to the jackets of foreign Potentates ; 
and a pair of pretty Fables^ by way of looking^glajfesjfor their Most 
High Haughtinesses. 



Xl/MF'RORS, and Popes, and Nabobs, mighty things^ 
I think, too, we may take in foreign Kings, 
Too often deem their humble Makers, Slaves ; 
Now fuch high Folk are either fools or knaves. 

Or hoth together probably — a cafe 
That happens frequently amongft the Race, 
Methinks now,, this is fcandalous — 'tis hateful — 
Wicked, and, what is full as bad, ungrateful. 

The Great of many a Continent and Ifle, 
Enough to make the foureft Cynic fmile, 

5 Or, 
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Or, as the proverb {ays, ^^ make a d<^ laugk^* 
Thiak honours from themfihes arife aloae ^ 
Thys are their Makers at a diftance thrown, 

Conflder'd as mere mob, mere dirt, mere cbafF. 

The following Fables then will let them know 
Vhat to us riffraff of the world they owe. 



The DIAMOND PIN, and the FARTHING CANDLE. 

A FABL^;. 

UPON a Lady s toilet, full of luftrc, 
A Di*mond Pin one night b^an to blufter: 
Full of conceit, like fome young flirting girl, 
Her fenfes loft in Vanitt's wild whirl : 

Highly difgufted at a Farthing Candle, 
Left by the Ladt of the broom, 
NamM Susan, ilipp*d into another room, . 

Something of coofequeace to handle— 

N "You 
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" You nafty tallow thing,'* exclaim*d Miss Pin, 

" Pray keep your diftance— don*t flay here, and wink ; 
" I loath ye — you and all your greafy kin — 

** Good heav'ns ! how horribly you look and ftink 1" 

** Good Lord ! Miss Pin," Miss Candle qiikk reply'd, 
** Soften a little that ungrateful pride: 

" You fiine indeed — to this I muft agree: 
** Yes, Mifsy you make a very pretty blaze, 
** But let me tell ye, that your wond'rous rays 

" Owe all their boafted brilliancy to Me*** 

** How! Madam Impudence I" rejoin'd Miss Pin, 
Firft with a frown, and then a fcornful grin ; 
" I (hould not fure have dreamt of tbaty 
«* Miss Fat V\ 

"Susan," Mifs Candle bawl'd, ** Susan, come here ; j 

" Such faucy language I'll no longer bear : 

Susan, 
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" Susan, comc> fatisfy the Lady% doubt— 
" Take me away, I fay, or blow me out," 

Susan, who, lift'ning, heard the great dilpute, 
By no means could refufe Mifs Candle's fuit ; 
So into darknefs Susan blew her beem : 
Now^'' with a fharp farcaftic fneer, 
Nowy^ quoth Mifs Candle, " now, my dear, 
*« Where is of radiance now your boafted ftream ? 

** Where are your keen and fafcinating rays, 
" Ten thoufand of them — fuch a mighty blaze ?'* 
Mifs Diamond ftar'd, and ftar'd, and ftar*d again. 
To find departed radiance, but in vain. 

Quite vanifh'd I not a fingle ray difplay'd I 
Each fparkle fwallow'd in the depth of (hade I 

Alter'd, 
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AlterM, quite alter*^, /adly difappomte4, 
The bones of hejr tigji prjdc disjointed, 

^* I fear," quoth Pin, " I much miftake my nature." 
•** True," anfwer*d Candle, ^* true, my dear Mifs Pin, 
<* Lift not, in future, quite fo highy your chin, 

" But fhow fome rev-rence for your Blaze-creator.** 

I I — — — M—i— I . . t 

The SUN, and the PEACOCK. 
A FABLE. 

A PEACOCK, mounted on a harn one day, 

Bleft with a quantum fufficit of pride, 
All confequence amid the folar ray. 

Spread with a ftnit his circling plumage wide. 

** Good morrow (quoth the Coxcomb) Master SyN ; 
•* Your brafiy face has greatly been admir*d— 



« 
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" Now pray, Sol, anfwer me — I'm riot in fun — 
** What is there in it to be fo defir'd ? 
'* If I have any eyes to fee, 
" And, that I have, is clear to me^^ 
" My tail poffefles far more fplendid grace, 
By far more beauty than your Worship's yjzc^." 



cc 



The Sun look'd down with fmiles upon the fowl, 
Supposing it at £rft an owl^ 

And thus with gravity reply'd, ** Sir, know 
" That though unluckily my Worp^if sface . 
** Seems far beneath your tail in fplendid grace, 

" Still to my face that glitt'ripg tail you owe." 

" Poh I (quoth the Peacock) Mafter Sun, 
" Your Highnefs loves a bit oi fun*^\ 

O << I beg 
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I beg your pardon,'* anfwer*d Sol again— 
" And, if you pleafe, I'll condefcend to (how 
** How much to Me, you ev'ry moment owe 
" The boafted beauties of your waving train." 

" Agreed, with all my foul," the Bird reply 'd. 
In all the full-blown infolence of pride ; 

" To credit fuch a tale I'm not the noddy : 
" Prove that the glorious plumage I difplay 
** Owes all its happy colours to thy ray, 

" D-m'me I'll tear my feathers from my body.'* 

The challeng'd Sun in clouds withdrew 

Hisflaming beams from ev'ry view ; 

And o'er the world a depth of darknefs fpread : 

The bats their churches left, to wing the air, 

I'he cocks and hens and cows began to ftare. 

And fulky went all fupperlefs to bed ; 

5 For 
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For not an Almanack had op*d its lips 
About fo very wondVous an eclipfe. 

The Peacock too, amongft the reft 
Of marv'ling fowl and ftaring beaft, 
Turn'd to his feathers with fome doubt, 
Amaz'd to find his hundred eyes put out ; 
Indeed all nature now appearM as black 
As if old Sol had popp'd into a fack. 

Pleased with his triumph, from a cloud, 
The Sun, ftill hiding, call'd aloud, 

" Well 1 can ye merit to my face allow ? 
" What's now your colour ? where your hundred eyes ? 
" The mingled radiance of a thoufand dies ? 

" Speak, Matter Peacock, what's your colour now ?' 

" What colour !*' quoth the Bird, as much afham*d. 
As courtiers high, by lofs of office tam*d — 
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" To own the truth, much-injur'd Phoebus, know, 
" Vm not one atom better than a crow* 

^* I fee my /oily — pity my poor train ; 

<^ And let thy goodnefs hid it fliiue again." 

Tyrants o( eafiern realmsy whofe fubjeds' nofes, 
Like a fmith's vice, your iron pow'r inciofes ; 
Who treat your people juft like di|gs ok fwine^ 
The meaning of my tale, can ye divine ? 
If not, go try to /Wit, I befeech ye, ' 

And, do not let your angry Svbjects* teacA ye. 



THE END. 



